F. John
Blight

"This is the other half/11 said.
"Since Egypt, here they ve huried the dead,
Under the earth and south of the Line/'
The eight bells rang and we heard nine*
'We are they whom the mermaids wed."

Doomed on a ship that is dead, becalmed;

In a winding sheet of blue, embalmed.

"Friend, it is doubly strange I feel,

No one will credit our plight was real;

'A trick/ they'll say. These men were palmed/ "
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